CHAPTER XI

THE SINS OF THE FATHERS

ON the train going to Kharkov, a Soviet professor
of natural science occupied a compartment with me.
On my previous journeys I had shared compartments
with Communists and my experiences were not always
pleasant. The true blue Communist looks upon every
foreign traveler in Russia as a representative of the
"bourgeois class" and treats him with suspicion. He
either leaves him severely alone or else attempts to
do a little "missionary work," that is, tries to win the
traveler to the Communist point of view.
The professor was different; he was neither aloof
nor designing. Obeying the normal human instinct we
spoke to each other freely as two persons, thrown to-
gether in the narrow space of a sleeping compartment
for a whole day, will do. Eager for information he
asked about American schools and colleges. He talked
about Soviet schools, impartially, showing the demo-
cratic principles upon which the present educational
system is founded. He also showed some of the per-
versions which, as he expressed it, the system has not
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